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Prologue 
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His fist throbbed, the fingers red and bloody. No doubt about it. He broke a knuckle or two against the brick 
wall. His eyes wondered the room, little by little his sight was coming back through teary eyes. 


A cat like body laid sprawled, naked, and used on the floor. Skin, a soft brown, painted colors against his dark 
tile and heavy eyes. 


Shamelessly, he did it again. 


His girl wasn't here so he found some pro groupie at the show. He did what he wanted with her. Its what he 


paid for. He doesn't even know her name. He doesn't care. 
For the money, he could call her anything. 


Its something he's so use to. He's got the money to blow, why not? His girl isn't here to know. What would it 
hurt? 


He slouched more in the swivel chair and rested his temple against his bleeding fist. Blood dripped down his 


cheek and onto his chest. 

He ran his hand under his eye, smearing the blood across his face. 

Vivid pictures played in his mind of the love of his life. Her hair, long and blonde, falling down her back like a 
waterfall. Hands, gentle and loving. Eyes, as green as emerald under a black sea. His brain ached with thought of 
sadness painted on her porcelain skin 

His eyes glanced to the women on the floor. He had to get her out of here. 


He spoke, repeating his own thoughts, "I've gotta get her out of here." 


Standing he walked over to her, towering above the sleeping whore on the floor. He tapped her thigh softly 
with the tip of his boot. 


"Hey. Get up. It's time for you to go." 


The girl sat up, the sweat from her naked skin marking the floor. He took her Pantera shirt and blue jeans 
from the coffee table and laid them in her lap. 


She slipped her panties back on and the shirt over her head, being more seductive then when she got here. He 
ran his hand against his mouth before walking to the door, 
unlocking it to let her out. 


With a sway in her tiny hips, she ran her fingers along the tattoo across his stomach. "Thank you for your 


business, Mr. Anselmo." 


Nodding, he closed and locked the door behind her. He turned, leaning against it, and rubbed his hands down his 
face with a sigh. Dragging his feet to the bed, he dropped face first into the blankets, and drifted in and out of 


sleep until his brain eventually let him rest. 
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Gentle fingers caressing his face woke him the next morning. The sunlight poured through the dirty window and 
showed a silhouetted figure. Classical music played softly behind the waves of sickness in his chest. 


Her green eyes, big and bright, shinned against her pale skin. Phil brushed the back of his hand softly across 
her cheek 


“Savannah, I've missed you." His voice was hoarse and rough, but Savannah smiled at his caring words. She took 
his hand from her face and kissed his fingers. Immediately she 


noticed the open wounds on his knuckles. 


"What happened?"Phil swallowed around the rock in his throat. Her eyes watched him intensely, waiting patiently 


for an answer. 


"I had issues late night" It wasn't really a lie, but it wasn't the whole truth. Savannah shrugged taking the 
statement on the surface, but Phil knew better. He knew how much she worried about him. He knew the nights 
she'd lay awake, wide eyed and fidgeting as he played music for the world. He wouldn't come in until the next 
morning. With a relaxing smile and a sigh she'd start on breakfest while he slept. Despite how well she thought 
she hid it, he could read her like a book. 


Savannah laid on her side by Phil who was starring blankly at the ceiling, deep in thought. 
She pressed her lips against his rough jaw, her warm breath spread across his neck. 


"My mountain man." Phil smiled turning into her kiss. He rolled her over onto her back and ran his fingers 


through her hair. 

‘lm thinking of shaving." Savannah smiled, the sunlight shinning against her bright eyes. 

She giggled loudly pulling his hand to her stomach. Phil waited patiently for what she was excitingly waiting for. 
The small bump jumped again against his hand. 


"She's dancing around for her daddy." 


That was it. Phil squeezed his eyes shut quickly, the pain punching him in the heart. He knows he doesn't 


deserve any of this. The women to his side, their child she's carrying, he believes he doesn't deserve them. 


| love you Savannah, | really do. I'm just." He closed his eyes, swallowing hard. "I don't think I'd be a good 
enough father to our baby girl." 


Savannah takes his face into her hands and lays his head against her chest. Her heart ached for him. She 
knows his problems, but she doesn't understand them. She loves him, and he says he loves her, but she still 


doesn't understand. 


Phil listened quietly to the sound of Savannah's heart beat pounding against his right ear. 
She breathed softly into his hair, as her fingers twisted strands in between her fingers. 


"Phil," the baby moved against his hand. "You will be a good daddy, and our little girl will love you always, even 
if you don't always get everything right." 
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Phil shifted in the lawn chair, the Louisiana heat beating against his bare skin. The October breeze drifted dryly 
through the colored trees, leaves falling slowly to the ground. Soft hands touch his bare shoulders, lips 
pressing softly against his temple. Savannah brushes the hair from her face and lays her head on his 


shoulders. 


A small child running after baby ducks through the yard catches Phil's attention He smiles, the little girls 
laughter making him happy. She grabs at a duck, tripping and falling in the dirt. 


Phil stands and jogs over to the little girl. He could hear her soft sniffles as she stands, her white dress now 
dirty and stained. 


"Nola, baby, are you okay?" Phil asked, brushing the dirt from her knees. Nola nods, and wraps her arms 
around Phil's neck without warning, more tears falling now. Savannah walks over as Phil takes their daughter 


into his arms. 


The toddler wiped her wet nose against Phil's bare shoulder and tucks her face into his neck, her thumb going 
into her mouth. Savannah follows Phil back into the house, the sky becoming darker as the minutes tick on 


Savannah reaches for Phil's shoulder as he walks through the kitchen. 
"Will you be all right until | come back from my meeting in Dallas? | know how Nola can be sometimes." 


Phil nods, the small girl in his arms lifting her sleepy eyes to her mother. Savannah kisses Nola's cheek softly 


and brushes the light blonde hair from out of her face, then she kissed Phil quickly and took her bag from 


beside the door. 

I'll see you Tomorrow," Savannah hummed softly, "Don't have too much fun without me." 

Phil bit his tongue as his newly wed bride walks out of the door and into the dark. His stomach twisted into 
knots, as he took Nola to the bathroom and sits her down on the edge of the tub. The little girl whined, 
rubbing her crystal blue eyes. 

"I know angel. You're tired. Daddy is too, but you need a bath before bed" 

He unbuttoned the dress and pulled it over her head before turning the knob to turn the water on. 

He went through all the motions that he wasn't use to doing. Since he and Savannah were hardly ever around 
to take care of Nola, his mother in law welcomed the baby gladly with open arms, happy to care for their 


child instead of her "punk, good for nothing parents". 


He simply went through the motions, his mind focused on other things. After washing Nola and brushing her 
hair, he put her into a diaper and an old night shirt to lay her down for the night. 


The door bell rang as Phil picked Nola back into his arms. His heart raced as the clock on the wall chimed eight 
o'clock. He sighed deeply and walked to the door, Nola wrapping her arms tighter around his neck. 


"Baby, You're chocking me." She lessened her grip and forced her face into his neck and eyed the door 


suspiciously. 


Phil opened the door slowly. A small, petite women with dark hair and even darker eyes met them both with a 


smile. 

"Are you Mr. Anselmo?" 

Phil nodded, his jaws warm with a mixed feeling of desire and sickness. 

"Yeah. Come in, I'm just going to put her down for bed" 

The women followed Phil into the living room. 

"Just have a seat. I'll be right back." 

The women sat slowly, Nola watching those dark eyes scatter across the room. 

Phil walked into his daughters room and sat her down in her crib. She laid down quickly, her thumb pulled 


tightly in her mouth, her deep eyes staring intensely. Phil leaned on his elbows against the crib bars, his 
knuckles white between his teeth. He closed his eyes and pulled his hands from his mouth, his eyes staring 


back into hers. 
"What is it pretty girl?" He asked quietly. 


Nola sits up, sleep drowning her now. She reaches slowly for him and with a sigh he takes her back into his 


arms. 
"Come on baby. Just go to sleep.” 
Phil peaked eagerly around the corner into the living room, the women sitting patiently on the dark couch. 


When Nola fell asleep on his chest, Phil laid her back down and tucked the cover around her small body. He 


wiped his hand down his face, sweat forming across his brow as he walked back into the living room. 
Phil sat down in the chair across from the women, her boots laced up to her thighs. He swallowed, his fingers 
shaking at his side. She smiled weakly, her eyes seemingly drugged over already. Her fingers traced up her 


thigh and exposed more of her lean legs. 


The knot in Phil's throat tightened more than his daughters arms around his neck, but he fought it with 
everything he had. He fought those feelings of guilt and submitted to pleasure instead. 


Phil closed his eyes as the women stood walking over to him. He couldn't watch, he couldn't. He'd ask her to 


handcuff and blindfold him, but he wasn't that desperate. 
Not with his baby girl sleeping in the next room. 


He swallowed his pride and grieve. He tasted the sweetness of regret and hatefulness warming his tongue and 


for the next half hour he indulged in the sins he so much loathed 


Nola's cry carried across the house, causing his eyes to open. The moon hung heavy and bright in the sky. The 


women laid sweaty and used on the floor. 
A broken whore. 

He quickly slipped back into his shorts and nudged the women with his socked feet 

"Hey. Woke up." 

Phil watched this same story unfold each time, a different women laid on the tile floor, smiling and naked 

The women dressed quickly as Phil counted the bills in his hand before folding them up and hanging them over. 


She smiled widely, taking the money from him and slipped slyly out the door she slithered through with a soft, 


"Have a good evening, Mr. Anselmo." 


Phil raced into Nola's room and took her quickly from the bed and pulled her into his arms holding her tight. 


Tears trickled as he patted Nola's head and pressed his lips against her ear. 
‘I'm so sorry baby," He sat quickly into the rocking chair. 


‘lm so sick. | can't help it. Please." He pulled Nola back, his tears trailing slowly down the side of her face, her 
bright blue eyes watching him, confused. 


"Please, always love me. No matter how fucked up | am, always love me." 
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1994 


In the distant, dark clouds thundered under the swampy waters and cypress trees. Nola flinched in Savannah's 

lap, the storm being closer than when they arrived. In the truck, Savannah waited patiently for her husband to 
emerge from the small club across the road. 

Rain drops fell randomly on the windshield of her old beat up truck. Savannah inhaled deeply and blew out from 
her cheeks, her patience being tested as people she'd seen hours before stumbled out into the neon lit 


thunderstorm. 


Savannah leaned back against the head rest and closed her eyes, Nola snoring softly in her lap. That sickening 


feeling she knew so well clawed against her chest, ripping her apart more as each rain drop fell. 


In her, that feeling screamed that something wasn't right. Anxiously, she picked up Nola and held her against 
her chest as she opened the door to the cab and stepped out into the drizzling rain 


Nola opened her eyes, confusion setting into the emerald green jewels. "Momma-" 

"Shh baby, Savannah urged, "We going to get daddy." She wrapped her jacket around Nola keeping her from the 
now pouring rain and walked quickly into the dark club. Smoke filled her lungs the instant she entered and she 
wrapped the jacket more around Nola. 

"Now bug," she whispered to Nola's covered head, "You have to be very quiet, okay?" 


The small denim bump nodded quickly and the arms and legs wrapped tighter around Savannah's neck and body. 


Savannah slipped through the crowd around to the door and entered the hallway leading to the back stage area 


A large man dressed in black stood in the doorway. He watched intensely as the young women approached him. 
"Anselmo." She spoke quietly, her voice cracking a bit. The man's eyebrows furrowed against his bold head. 


She cleared her voice this time and spoke a little louder. "Savannah Anselmo." 


The man's eyebrows rose at the name and he stepped aside letting her through. He closed the door loudly 
behind her as she held Nola closer. A cool breeze passed through the empty hallways as she came closer to a 


lit door. 

Savannah could hear Phil's voice as she approached the door. She leaned her head a bit closer to try and hear 
what he was saying but she still couldn't understand him. Peeking through the small crack in the door, her 
eyes searched the room quickly. 

Phil sat at desk, looking at himself in the mirror, his head between his hands. His voice broke the silence again 
as he mumbled something to himself beneath his breath. She opened the door a little wider. The door squeaked 
as she spotted two girls laid naked, sleeping and sprawled out on the bed. 


Savannah's eyes met Phil's eyes, surprised and angry in the mirror. 


She jerked back with a small yelp passing before her hand flew to her mouth. Squeezing her eyes shut, a tear 


fell before she even realized it. The sound of a chair sliding across the concert floor made her open her eyes. 


Quickly, she pressed a now sleeping Nola against her chest and backed away from the door, Phil's shadow 
blocking out most of the light. 


Her heart and knees were so weak she leaned back against and wall and slid down slowly as Phil stood 
intimidating over her. She pressed her lips against the denim covering Nola's head as she tried to control 
herself. 


In her, that feeling screamed that something wasn't right. 


"Savannah." Phil's voice was hard and loud, something she wasn't expecting. She slowly looked up at him, light 


from the room silhouetting him. She couldn't see his face. 


Savannah looked back down and rubbed furiously at her eyes. Phil knelled down and grabbed her hand softly 
but she jerked away. 


"Don't." She swallowed, "Don't touch me." 
"Savannah, please." Phil begged but she shook her head. Savannah swallowed, her eyes glassy and deranged. 


"Don't." she hissed through her teeth. Her eyes closed and she took a deep breath as Phil's hand came under 
her chin and to the other side of her face. 


He pressed his lips against her cheek and squeezed his eyes shut as he sat down slowly beside her on the 
dirty concert floor. His lips moved and he pressed his forehead against her cheek, struggling for words. 


"Nahn," Phil whispered, "Please." 


He shook his head as he pulled the denim jacket slowly from off of Nola's head, reveling their sleeping 
daughter. Phil leaned over and kissed Nola's face multiple time before stopping by her ear. 


He struggled for the words he needed to say. 
"Please," he breathed, "Help me." 


Savannah's fingers ran through his hair, comforting him. Phil closed his eyes and lifted his head. Savannah 


didn't look at him as she pulled his head against her chest and wrapping her arms around him. 
"Please Nahn," He begged deeply. 


"Save me.” 
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11b 


The night sky set the mood a little darker than before. Nola sat still in her chair as her home school teacher 
talked with her father in the kitchen. She could hear Phil and the teacher yelling at each other before 
everything got completely silent. 


The little girl held her hands tightly in her lap, her eyes watching the door intensely. She brushed strands of 


hair from her face as headlights of her mothers truck pulled up in the drive way. 


Voices resumed quickly in the kitchen and her teacher walked back in slipping her jacket back on and wiping the 
corners of her mouth quickly before gathering all her things and walking to the door. 


The child still sat intensely, as the mother glared at the wide eyed teacher on the way out of the door. 
Savannah swallowed hard before she looked at her daughter at her tiny desk in the living room. 


"Hey my big girl," Savannah whispered to Nola as she jumped up and ran to her mother's open arms Savannah 


picked her up and held her tight, "How was your day?" 


The six year old frowned and wrapped her arms tightly around her mother's neck. "I hate it mommy. | want to 


go to real school." 


"Shh Shh, Angel. You know we've already had this talk before." Savannah lowered Nola back to the floor and 
crouched in front of her taking her face into her hands. 


Its safer for you here with daddy." As if by sonar hearing Phil walked in from the kitchen, his shorts hung 


low with a beer bottle to his lips. Savannah took Nola back into her arms. 


"Hey baby." Savannah whispered across the room. Phil smiled and walked over brushing the dark hair from her 
face. Savannah painfully tried ignoring the lipstick stains on his chest. 


"Hey Nahn" 


Savannah looked awkwardly down at Phil's socked feet trying to find the right words to say. She swallowed 
looking into Nola's eyes. "Go get you some clothes together.” 


Nola nodded as her mothers sat her back on the ground and raced off to her room. Phil swayed holding 
himself against the wall. His deep brown eyes flashed to hers, empty and dark 


"What did you do today?", Savannah asked reluctantly. Phil lowered his head and smirked knowingly. 
"You caught me. l'm guil--" 


"You're sick" Savannah interrupted. "You were suppose to find a teacher for Nola, not fuck one." Savannah holds 


her arms across her chest and walks over to the small desk. 


"Look, her little pencil's haven't even been written with. When are you going to realize what you're doing to us? 


That little girl loves you so much. | love you but." 

Savannah looks away and bites her bottom lip, breathing deeply. 

"| sometimes feel that you don't love us back" 

Phil inches closer to Savannah as tears fell slowly down her cheek 


"Don't play like you're so innocent either, angel." Phil's finger catches a tear. "Your side of the story is untold 


too. 
Savannah wipes her face quickly as Nola walks back into the room, a small pink suitcase in her hand. 
"We're going to a motel for the night" Savannah sighed taking Nola's hand and walking to the door. 


"How you are going to pay for it? Gunna use your tip money from tonight?" Phil smirked, wiping his hand 
across his mouth, clearly drunk and stoned. 


Savannah shook her head as she opened the door. "We're leaving and | don't know when we'll be back" The door 


closed before Phil could even register what had happened. 
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Nola eyes the gambler across from her, bright emerald against deep blue. The man brushed the blonde hair 
from his face laying another gummy bear on the table. The eight year old smirked watching the man fidget 
with his cards trying to break her concentration, only this time, it wasn't going to work She'd learned that 


lesson. Laying another gummy bear next to her competitors, she cleared her throat. 
"Go fish." 


The man laid his cards down slowly, defeated for the tenth time tonight. "Where'd you learn to play cards 
better than James Hetfield?" 


Nola shrugged, sleep drowning her green eyes. She leaned forward and pulled up her shirt ready to slide the 


gummies into it. 


"No way kiddo. I'll get these for you. You don't need anymore sugar tonight. It's all ready way past your bed 


time." 


Nola crossed her arms across her chest. "Okay, but you can't eat any either." 


James smiled gathering the rest of the gummy bears into a ziplock bag. "I'll put them by your purse.” 
‘Its a bag! Not a stupid purse." 


James laughed loudly, "I know, | just like messing with you kiddo. Now, get some sleep. 
Your mom should be getting off soon" 


He laid his jacket over her as she laid down on the black velvet she sat on He kissed her head quickly before 
turning the ceiling light off and sitting in a matching velvet chair in front of a TV. "Let's see what's good on TV 


tonight," James mumbled sarcastically. 


Nola closed her eyes and tolsed and turned until she got aggravated with herself and sat up quickly. James sat 


in a chair, sleeping. 


She smiled and got up from the couch putting her arms into the oversized jacket and creeped behind James to 


the wide open door way. She slipped down the familiar hallways and into the lobby way before the stage. 


A women that she called Aunt Peaches stood in front of a glass dancing on a pole. Nola waved at her, but she 
never looked over at her. The little girl inched her way through a black curtian and into a small dark room, on 


a stage lit up. 


She wiped her face with the sleeve of the jacket and sat down in a chair by the exit. Ugly men gathered 


around the small stage minutes before the act walked out on stage dressed in little to no clothes at all. 


Nola knew how much trouble she'd be in if her mother walked out on stage and she was sitting here so she 


stood and made her way to the door before bumping into someone. 


"Excuse me," she mumbled. She noticed the dirty converse and camo shorts looks very familiar, but before 


she realized it, the man grabbed her up and held his hand to her mouth. 


Nola squirmed in his arms as the man whispered into her ear. A heavy fist laid on the guys shoulder and he 
turned as the other fist connecting with his jaw. The man dropped Nola and held his face as she ran behind 
James. The guy reared back and punched James in the stomach before upper cutting him in the jaw. 


Other people noticed the fight and scattered quickly. The women on stage slipped her top back on quickly and 
jumped down to see what was going on. Each of the men had the others shirt ready to punch when the lights 
came on and the women stepped in front of them. 

Both men lowered his fist and stepped back, shocked to see who the other was. 

Savannah shook her head as she stepped back beside James. 

"Phil, what are you doing here?" 


Phil rubbed the blood from the side of his mouth and shrugged. "| was coming to see you." 


Nola stepped out from behind James and ran to Phil who caught her in his arms and held her tight. "I've 
missed you so much baby girl"" 


Nola smiled and kissed Phil's cheek. "I've missed you too daddy.” 


Savannah looked down, ashamed of herself. James wrapped his arm around her. Phil's eyes quickly became 


angry. 


"What the fuck? So, you take my daughter and leave me because | screw around, but it's okay for you to do 
who ever you want to. I've haven't slept with another women since you left, because l'm trying to make 
myself better, for you and Nola, but then | see you with this dick. And how dare you bring our daughter into 
a strip club. What is it, bring your daughter to work day, so she can grow up and be just like her slut 


mother?" 


Savannah eyed Phil and shook her head. "You just don't understand, do you? We're staying with James until | 
can get a better paying job to support me and Nola. And Nola has to come with me. What else am | suppose to 
do? James has a job and he works so he's not always around, but at least he tries. He spends time with Nola 


and he's her best friend." 


Savannah took Nola's hand and spoke clear into Phil's face with disgust. "He's there for her more than you 


ever were.” 


2000 


Author's Notes: 
Last Chapter!! Enjoy! 


2000 


Heavy hands gripped the steering wheel, the knuckles white with fear and anxiety. 
Teeth clamped tight, holding back a piercing tongue, poisonous words seeping down the back of his throat. 


He isn't ready for this. 


The endless nights on the phone, whispering back and forth to people he didn't know about things he didn't 
understand. 


He just isn't ready. 


The blistering road ahead sickened Phil as he sat in his truck, the sun inching closer beneath the ground. The 
muggy air promised a sticky night. 


Thick like blood. 


His jaw watered at the thought. So many unsaid things over the last ten years had built up in his chest, his 


head heavy ached with the lingering memories. 


He hadn't changed much, only enough to make Savannah believe he was a good enough daddy for Nola. Which, 
inside, he believed he was doing the best he could. 


Phil closed his eyes as the sun sank and the moon gleamed heavy and bright across the sky. he sat in the 
quiet truck, and leaned his head against the window as he remembered the words his beautiful wife spoke to 


him ten years ago before their daughter was born 


"Phil, You will be a good daddy, and our little girl will love you always, even if you don't always get everything 


right." 


His fist tightened at the memory of Savannah's long hair spilling down her bare back, her belly cradled between 


the two of them. Her words were so calming and serene, now her words were salt on an open wound. 


Life wasn't perfect then, but they both had the life they always wanted. 
Or what they thought they wanted. 


The bright green numbers on the clock flashed six o' clock as Phil's eyes opened, a slick black truck much like 
his own came to a stop on the gravel road about forty yards in front of him. He watched intensely for any 


sign of life in the opposite direction 


The driver and passenger door opened in almost unison as James and Savannah both stepped from the truck. 


Savannah quickly opened the back door as James watched Phil's truck intensely. 


Phil chuckled lightly, the moonlight showing his sculpted, tattooed arms. He figured he could take him. James 
had a good five years on him, but that wasn't enough to count considering their body differences. 


Phil mumbled confidently, "I can take ‘em." as he opened the door and stepped out proudly. His little girl smiled 
and raced to him when their eyes met. Phil's mind no longer centered on anything else but this moment as he 


reached down catching Nola in his arms, her legs wrapping around his waist. 


"Hey, my angell" Phil grunted as Nola's arms wrapped tighter around his neck. He felt her hide her face against 
his neck, soft sniffles drowning in the night air. Phil patted her back setting her on the ground. 


"Now, now. Don't cry baby." He hummed softly as he crouched down in front of her. Nola wiped the tears away 


and kissed her daddy quickly before running to his truck and climbing into the back seat. 
Phil sighed and turned back to Savannah who was walking slowly over to him. He eyed 
James who leaned against the truck, watching the both of them. 


No words came at first, the dead silence filling the air. Even the sound of nature died away, heavy breathing 
leading it out. Savannah was the first to speak. 


"You and |, Phil, are two very different people." 
She stopped and rubbed her arms slowly. 


"We are both major figures in this world with what we do for a living. We both desperately wanted a family so 
bad, but we didn't consider how it would effect us." 


"Or our child", Phil interjected. "We never once thought of her or how our choices effect her life. Not once did 


we take that into consideration" 


Savannah sighed, "We didn't, but | did. It kept me up at night thinking about it and how much it kills me that l'm 
such a screw up. I'm not a good mother nor am | a good wife. | don't deserve you and l.. | don't deserve Nola" 


A tear trailed down Savannah's face as she spoke. 

Out of impulse Phil reached out and took her into his arms, her head pressed safetly under his chin and her 
face buried in Phil's t-shirt. James turned facing the woods either in annoyance or in respect. Phil figured the 
latter. She held tight to Phil as he reached up and ran his finger through her hair. 

Savannah pulled back a little and looked up at Phil. 

‘I've never seen you like this before. Your eyes are so brown", Savannah admitted 

knowingly. Phil reached up and wiped the tears with his knuckle away from Savannah's eyes and then pressed 
his lips against her forehead 

"And dreamy like chocolate, right?", he whispered, giggling into her hair. Savannah held Phil tighter as a chilly 
October breeze passed by. Phil inhaled deeply, unsure of his next words. James stepped behind the truck to 
hide himself from the wind. Phil took this opportunity to speak his mind. 

He sighed heavy against Savannah and lowered his lips to her cheek next to her ear. Phil reached down and 
slipped his cold hand under her shirt and pressed his hand against her tiny stomach and she flinched at his 
touch. 


"but | know what lives inside you," Savannah stiffened and tried pulling away but Phil held her tighter. The wind 
picked up and swirled around them both, dry lightning streaking across the night sky. 


"And it truly disgust me" 

Savannah pulled back out of his arms and stepped from his warm body. 

"Take care of my baby." Savannah shivered walking back to James. Phil smiled. 

"l take care of my child" he spoke loudly enough for even James to hear. "You take care of yours" 


Savannah turned back to Phil, shocked Phil winked and walked back to his truck. He climbed into his truck as a 
loud, "Fuck youl" was spat back out him, but Savannah's yells couldn't be heard over the sudden roar of his 


truck. 
Phil reversed back to the road before turning on his bright lights. The night dragged on as 


Phil drove back to his and now Nola's rural home outside of New Orleans, Louisiana. Phil smiled at the thought 


of his little girl in the back seat. He eyed the rear view mirror and saw his angel, her head leaned against the 


window, mouth wide in sleep. He snickered softly. 

Finally, Phil realized what was the most important in his life. 
His joy. 

His life. 

His little girl. 


His Nola. 


